they are things. I have been stupid. Well, I come back to
see you Monday with new tenant, but I speak no more of
going away.'

It was nearly midday when Lina left the office. The two
partners went out about one o'clock. They had a longish
way to go together. Lolivier had relapsed into his night-
mare, and did not utter a word. Michaud made some vain
attempts to break the silence and take his friend's mind off
his troubles. Finally, in desperation, he told him about the
seven hundred and fifty thousand francs that had just come
into his possession.

c I won't tell you how they reached me. That is unimpor-
tant. Take it that the money was a legacy. Anyway, I have
got seven hundred and fifty thousand francs, and I really
feel quite embarrassed by such a sum. I'm not used to
having money. My wife says that you and I ought to pull
off some big business deal/

c She is right,5 said Lolivier, * but it isn't just a question of
pulling off a deal. It's a matter of going into business. We
are excellently placed to make a success of it. We are in
touch with various contractors, and we have, among our
tenants, people engaged in all sorts of activities. Why only
yesterday, Brunet told me he was in need of several tons of
steel wire. I gave him the address of Dujardel, our tenant
in the Rue Caulaincourt. But if we had money, instead of
giving him the address I would get him the stuff, and we
could make three or four thousand at a stroke. Indeed, if
you agree, I have another deal in view which can be put in
hand at once. I even see two, one in cement and the other
in shares. It's as easy as pie/

Lolivier was no longer thinking of the crime. He was
buying, selling, doubling his capital, and engaging in
operations of more and more importance. He was soon
thinking in terms of millions, and the Estate Agency was
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